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Heaven knows I would, too. 'That's why I can tell
you."

" But I can't stay on here day after day doing sweet
muck-all while they're still getting hell. " It's just not
on. It's just not on."

"Drink?"

" If you can spare it. There must be something we
can do. I don't think I can stand this place much
longer." He was breathing quickly.

" We probably won't be here much longer. They're
moving all the men they can north already."

"Perhaps we'll be sent to Palestine."

" Cave." He whisked his glass out of sight. But it
was only the Palestinian At who waddled in looking
more primeval than ever with a broom.

" Ask her what Palestine's like."

"Palestine," she said in German, proudly, " is a
beautiful country. Not all sand and flies like this. I
wish I had never come."

At that moment Sister bustled in.

"I wish I had never come," she repeated, glaring
balefully at Sister.

" Now what's she moaning about ? " asked Sister.

" She's a bit homesick," I said.

"Not half as sick as she'll be if she doesn't stop
mooning about. Let her do a spot of work for a
change."

" What does smelly-pig say ? " asked the At.

" She's sorry you're homesick," I said.

" Tell her to stop idling and do some work. Work/'
Sister said to her in exasperation, and made vigorous
sweeping movements with her arms.

The At regarded her with great cow eyes. " I don't
believe she is sorry I am homesick."                        ~